ANTHONY   EDEN
ness. Interdependence was the lesson, the cellular growth
of Empire was the sign of success in the modern world.
* Unity must be made to live and to grow and must become
so real as to be instinctive, so complete as to be imper-
ceptible.'
journey ends with * words of personal experience'
of Ceylon written by Eden for the benefit of those whose
knowledge of the  island is confined  to a few hours at
Colombo, and to the myriads who are £ constrained to limit
their travel to the arm-chair and the mind *.   He took the
road to Kandy and to the shrine sheltering one of the teeth
of   the   Buddha.   At last  he   finds   a   theme  sufficiently
aromatic to blend with his heavily scented style of writing.
' We make our pilgrimage to the temple as darkness falls.
The kindAess of the librarian shows us some manuscripts
in palm leaf of great beauty and rarity, and his even greater
consideration allows us to view the scene below from the
balcony.   The drums are playing within the temple court
summoning to worship. The air is close and very still; it is
raining softly but heavily.   A mist enshrouds the hill-tops
that loom across the lake, the palm-trees linger over the
water's edge, drooping their tufted heads gracefully to the
rippleless surface.   The monotonous refrain of the drums
within vies with the trilling of the cricket without.  Twi-
light deepens into darkness. We are of no age and no time.
The drums grow louder.
* We are summoned to the shrine set within a temple
gracefully proportioned and beautiful in the dim light. The
drums grow louder yet. The shrine itself is bejewelled yvith
emeralds and rubies, sapphires, and other precious stones,
and strewn with the flowers of devotees. There is no blend
of fanatical bigotry here, but a sincere devotion, a welcome
and a peace. We think of the representation of punish-
ments waiting the sinner depicted on the wall under the
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